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QtifabtLherRobert Brown’s Hallowe’en
Nellie Hudson, ’16
T was past twelve o’clock one evening, on the thirty-first of
October, when Robert Brown left the home of a wealthy
farmer, by the name of Frank Gilson, and bent his foot
steps towards his home.
The farmer’s daughter, Barbara Gilson, had been having a
Hallowe’en Party and Robert was the last guest to leave. He was
a lad about nineteen years old, tall, broad shouldered, and had a
dark complexion with a high forehead. He was considered the best
looking boy in the village, but he was very timid.
Robert’s home was over two miles from the village where
Barbara lived.
He left her house with a light heart and started
very bravely through the village. But when the lights of the last
house grew dim his courage failed him. There were two roads by
which he could reach his home. The shortest way lay through the
woods and the other was by a graveyard. Any ordinary fellow in
the village would have chosen the shortest way but Robert would
never think of walking through the woods a t that time of night.
Thus the only way left him was by the little church which stood on
a high hill overlooking the valley in which he lived.

He set out on this road his heart beating so loudly he thought
surely they must hear it back in the village. After he had gone
about a mile he came to the hill. Besides his own footsteps he
could not hear the least noise. Then he remembered parts of the
"Ghost Stories” some of the boys had been telling at the party.
The stories had seemed very ridiculous then with all the young
boys and girls laughing merrily, but now as Robert thought of
them he began to shiver and grow cold.
Just as he reached the top of the hill and the church came into
view with its graveyard at one side, he remembered one story in
particular, in regard to a similar graveyard with ghosts walking
around. The moonlight cast ghostly shadows over everything.
He passed the church in safety, but although he tried his best to
keep his eyes from the graveyard something seemed to draw his
attention that way, and the sight that he saw was enough to frighten
any man.
Peeping out from behind one of the gravestones was a whiteclad figure. As Robert watched it he saw that it kept drawing
nearer to him. Then from behind other gravestones he saw more
white-clad figures arising. Robert tried to run, but his feet would
not move. He was trembling so much that he could hardly stand.
The first was almost opposite him when, giving a terrible yell, he
started down the valley. He glanced behind him and saw a long
line of white-clad figures following him. In the distance he could
see his home. The faster he ran the further away his home seemed
to him. The Ghosts were close behind him now. He thought of
hiding in some bushes, but the moonlight was so bright they could
see his every movement.
The Ghosts had been'gaining on him but now he had only to
turn into the lane which led to his home. As he did so there sprung
up in front of him a dark object. He could not stop himself and
therefore there was a collision. The blow which Robert received
sent him staggering to the ground. For a few moments he lay
there unconscious. When he recovered, he saw not the ghosts as
he had expected, but his schoolmates and friends. On the ground
all around them were white sheets or sheets that had been white
once.

The first words Robert said were, "Where are the Ghosts?”
Then all the fellows laughed and Robert joined with them because
he could easily see the trick they had played.
After the party the boys had collected together and planned
this way to try Robert’s courage. The black figure th at Robert had
collided with was a large oak tree. He was so busy watching over
his shoulder for the ghosts that his footsteps left the well-known
path.
For the next few days Robert had a large bunch on his fore
head just over his left eye. But strange to say the bruise did not
trouble him so much as did the never ceasing inquiries of his neigh
bors in regard to it. In fact, it was a good lesson for him, and ever
after when he called on Miss Gilson he usually preferred the short
est way home,—that is, the road through the woods.

Welcome Freshies
Adelaide Temm
Scarboro High seems just the same
As it did back in nineteen eleven,
Except its been improving since we came,
And it's Freshies number seven.
Every year the Freshies enter,
And the Seniors leave,
So we lose the old companions,
And to new ones cleave.
Now we have more teachers,
And thus we have more chance
To undertake new studies
And in the world advance.
Our parents expect more of us,
And so does our school-board;
Let us keep in mind our duty,
And a store of knowledge horde.

fo ur co rn ers

everything, and he asked her to fly away with him, to where the
city birds were,” nodding sadly. “He wanted her to become a
great singer, and to charm the King and Queen birds. So, she
forgot poor Dol-dub and decided to go away.”
° "And that was hard for the poor Dol-dub, w asn't it?” added
Dicky sadly.
“Yes, it was hard for the poor Dol-Dub,” agreed his uncle
after a long pause.
“And then, what did you do?” asked Dicky excitedly.
“Me?” said ‘Uncle Bully’ sharply, and then he went on con
fusedly. “You mean the Dol-dub bird. Well he went around to
her house one day and found her playing on the piano and singing,
and the chap called Music was right by her side.”
"W hat did poor Dol-dub do?” asked Dicky.
Uncle Billy's eyes were a little shiny. "H e couldn’t do much,
Dicky. There was another bird named Fame, who lived in a city
tree, high up in the biggest branch, and he was making love to her,
too. Poor Dol-dub didn’t count then. She loved the other chaps
better.”
Dicky was indignant. “ I most hate her now,” he said with
vehemence.
"You wouldn’t, if you knew her, Dicky,” he answered dream
ily. "She was the most beautiful of all birds. Well, she went off,
away off to another land, and she said she still loved the poor Doldub bird, but—”
"No, she didn’t,” cried Dicky. "If she did she wouldn’t have
minded the other birds.”
"Perhaps she didn’t, little chap. You see it may have been
right, after all, Dicky, ’cause poor Dol-dub didn’t count for much
in such big things as Art and Music and Fame. He only loved
her,” in a wistful smile.
Dicky s brows were knit thoughtfully, just as his uncle’s were
then.
She gained fame, wealth and jewels and everything, Dicky.”
"And what became of—of—”
.
Dol-dub? his uncle finished. "Oh, well, he just lived on
a while, all broken up and lonely, like any one, away from—”

and his quarrels with the housekeeper, and at such times “ Uncle
Bully” always proved a sympathizing listener.
One night they were seated before the fireplace together, just
before bedtime, and both were strangely silent. The old trouble
was written in the man’s eyes. Dicky placed a chubby little hand
on his uncle’s shoulder, and looked at him. “W hat’s the matter,
‘Bully?’ ” he asked, with all the presumption of grave interest he
had seen his uncle’s older friends show at such times.
Uncle Billy lifted the little fellow to his lap and looked in his
eyes tenderly. “ I was thinking of the ‘Robin Lady’ again Dicky.
I bother you a lot with the story, don’t I, little chap?”
A wistfulness was about his lips and eyes. “I ’ve told you
something about her every night of your life since your mother
died.”
“Oh, but I like to hear you talk about her. You’re different
then,” Dicky remonstrated.
The man sighed and nodded gravely.
“Am I? I suppose I am, my boy,” said he, taking in the
stretch of dark carpeted library. Dicky, somehow, understood his
uncle’s yearning to talk on the matter to him.
“ I’d rather hear you tell ’bout her than Injuns,” he confided.
“Tell me about the ‘Robin Lady’ again, ‘Uncle Bully.’ ”
“You’re a good little chap,” said his uncle softly. Then he
cleared his throat and began:
“Well, a long, long time ago, Dicky, before you were born at
all, there was a beautiful Robin Lady, who lived in a high tree, so
high that the poor Beggar Bird couldn’t reach her. She had a
beautiful voice and poor Dol-dub, th a t’s the Begger Bird, Dicky,
loved to hear her sing—course it’s all a fairy story, you know,—but
poor Dol-dub fell in love with her.”
“He couldn’t help it,” chimed in young Dicky, with interest.
“ I rather guess, he couldn’t,” agreed his uncle, with a wistful
smile. “Well, anyway, they got awfully friendly, you know, and
they were very, very happy for a time.”
“And then, what happened?” asked Dicky.
There was a small catch in the man’s voice. “Then, there
came along another bird, a handsome bird with pretty feathers and

everything, and he asked her to fly away with him, to where the
city birds were,” nodding sadly. “He wanted her to become a
great singer, and to charm the King and Queen birds. So, she
forgot poor Dol-dub and decided to go away.”
“And that was hard for the poor Dol-dub, wasn't it?” added
Dicky sadly.
“Yes, it was hard for the poor Dol-Dub,” agreed his uncle
after a long pause.
“And then, what did you do?” asked Dicky excitedly.
“Me?” said 'Uncle Bully’ sharply, and then he went on con
fusedly. “You mean the Dol-dub bird. Well he went around to
her house one day and found her playing on the piano and singing,
and the chap called Music was right by her side.”
"W hat did poor Dol-dub do?" asked Dicky.
Uncle Billy’s eyes were a little shiny. “He couldn’t do much,
Dicky. There was another bird named Fame, who lived in a city
tree, high up in the biggest branch, and he was making love to her,
too. Poor Dol-dub didn’t count then. She loved the other chaps
better.”
Dicky was indignant. “ I most hate her now,” he said with
vehemence.
“You wouldn't, if you knew her, Dicky,” he answered dream
ily. “She was the most beautiful of all birds. Well, she went off,
away off to another land, and she said she still loved the poor Doldub bird, but—”
“No, she didn’t,” cried Dicky. “If she did she wouldn't have
minded the other birds.”
“Perhaps she didn’t, little chap. You see it may have been
right, after all, Dicky, 'cause poor Dol-dub didn't count for much
in such big things as Art and Music and Fame. He only loved
her,” in a wistful smile.
Dicky’s brows were knit thoughtfully, just as his uncle's were
then.
“She gained fame, wealth and jewels and everything, Dicky.”
“And what became of—of—”
“Of Dol-dub?” his uncle finished. “Oh, well, he just lived on
a while, all broken up and lonely, like any one, away from—”

“What was her name?” interrupted Dicky.
“T hat doesn’t matter much, but we’ll call her Beatrice,” an
swered his uncle.
“But bye and bye, God was good to poor Dol-dub bird and he
gave him a little treasure to love, the dearest little treasure in all the
world, Dicky,” squeezing the chubby little fellow in his arms, “and
then they lived together happily ever after, Dol-dub and the little
baby bird.”
“Where was she, now?” hesitated the boy.
“Fairy stories, Dicky, never have a ‘Now.’ They all begin
‘Once upon a time.’ The rest is j u s t ‘Happy ever after.’ Dol-dub
is very happy, but he often thinks of her—”
“Is she way off now?” questioned Dicky.
“ I suppose so,” he sighed. “She’s somewhere here in the big
city, and the Dol-dub bird hopes that she is happy.”
“ I t’s awfully good, it’s only a fairy story, isn’t it?” said Dicky.
Uncle Billy’s eyes looked on him through a mist. “You had
better go to bed now, Dicky. I t’s bedtime. Good-night,” ten
derly kissing him.
“Good-night, ‘Uncle Bully’,” answered the little chap.
After he had been in bed, thinking for several minutes, Dicky
decided to run Beatrice down with his choo-choo cars, if he ever
got the chance.
[Continued]

A Junior’s Dream
Elinor Harmon, T6
Who killed the Juniors?
“I,” said French,
“With my reading and prose
As you may suppose
I killed the Juniors.”
Who saw them die?
“ I,” said History,
“So ancient am I
With my accurate eye,
I saw them die.”

Who’ll toll the bell?
“I,” said Physics,
“With my pulleys in action,
And the laws of refraction,
I’ll toll the bell.”

Who’ll be the priest?
“I,” said Latin,
“With my verbs and translation
And great demonstration.
I’ll be the priest.”
Who’ll be chief mourner?
“ I,” said Zoology,
“For many an age
With my tear-stained page
I ’ll be chief mourner.”

Who’ll sing a psalm?
“I,” said Music low,
“As you very well know,
With do, mi, sol, do,
I ’ll sing a psalm.”
Who’ll dig the grave?
“I,” said Geometry,
“With form and symmetry
And measures exactly
I ’ll dig the grave.”
Who’ll make a record?
“I,” said Book-keeping,
“ With business completing,
’Midst trembling and weeping,
I’ll make a record.”

Who’ll help the cause?
“I,” said English,
With talking and writing
’Twill be so exciting
I ’ll help the cause."
Who’ll draw the curtain?
“I,” said examination,
"W ithout hesitation
At my last explanation,
I’ll draw the curtain.”

Scarboro H igh School
Ruth Johnson, '16
S is for sympathy we have for the “Hunkers,”
C is for charity that there is among us.
A’s for the ability given to each,
R ’s the reward we all hope to reach.
B’s for the boys the heart of the school,
O for the order a part of the rule.
R is for reaching and writing we tell,
0 is onward our motto as well.
H is for honesty, a lesson well taught,
1 is integrity with industry fraught.
G's for our girls so winsome and gay,
And
H is the where we assemble each day.
S is the “shirkers” that always are found,
C is the customs that ever abound.
H is the history of deeds that are done,
O is the opportunity given to men,
Offered to all who may attend.
L is for loyalty, faithful and true,
Brought Dear Scarboro High School to you.

The Old-Fashioned Party
Gladys V. Willman, ’17
HERE were five girls, not any one of them over twenty-five,
~
who had been chums since Grammar schooldays. They
SlSiflS had always celebrated their birthdays together, and they
had met on this special day to plan for a birthday. All but one
were present. The absent one was Betty Hamilton, whose birthday
it was for which they were planning. She would be twenty-three
in one week, and the girls all wanted to have something new for her
birthday.
Frances Hall suggested a shower of flowers for Betty’s pretty
cottage at Sandy Ridge, and a cut glass pitcher and a dozen glasses
to match. But Marion Fuller said that Betty had everything that
one person could want. Then Catharine Maroon said, “Why not
give her an old-fashioned party, like our mothers used to have. We
could pull candy, and have lots of old-fashioned games.’’ Every
one thought this was the better plan.
“You can all stay at my house over night,” said Isabel Gordon,
"I know that my mother won’t care what we do, as long as we clear
up afterwards. I will ask Betty to stay all night with me, and
Catharine can get up a programme, if she will.”
Catharine replied, “You know, my dear, that I would do any
thing for your sweet self.” Catharine was always joking, so the
girls took no notice of this sally.
One week passed, during which time many secret consultations
occurred among the girls. Betty did not mistrust anything in the
least, and everything seemed to smooth right out before them.
When Isabel asked Betty to stay all night with her, Betty said, “ If
I stay all night with you, you won't keep me up as late as you did
last time, will you?” Isabel said, “no,” and laughed as she re
membered staying up until the electric lights went out, and then
going to bed with a candle.
Betty’ had arrived and she and Isabel were indulging in some
harmless gossip, when, at half-past eight, the bell rang and Frances
Hall came in. “I just ran over to see Isabel, but as Betty is here I
will stay for a little while.”

“Oh, I am so glad,” Betty said, “for this is my birthday, you
know. L et’s get the rest of the girls to come over for a while, too.”
Isabel winked at Frances, and then she went out to telephone.
Soon Marion Fuller came, bringing with her in the limousine, Cath
arine Maroon. They removed their wraps and deposited a bundle
they had brought with them.
Then Catharine said, "Betty, we intended to get you here to
night. We are to have an old-fashioned party. The first number
on the program is Singing from ‘Heart Songs’ by the whole bunch.”
As it was Betty’s birthday, they asked her to choose something
to sing. She asked Isabel to play for them, “How Can I Leave
Thee.” At this every one laughed, for it was a well-known fact
that a very great friend of Betty's had sung that when he left for the
Philippine Islands, where he had been sent as governor.
They sung it, however, and then Betty chose “Love’s Old
Sweet Song.” Isabel asked her, “ If Johnnie sang that before he
left." Betty blushed, but would not answer. The next one she
chose, was “Way Down Upon the Swanee River." “Better make
it, ‘Way Down in the Philippines,' Betty,” Catharine said.
"Find it for me,” Betty said,“and I’ll sing it with all my heart.”
“And be glad to,” Catharine added.
“Too bad, Betty, but
such things are hard to find.”
While they were joking each other, Isabel said, “Look out,
Catharine, she will cry if you talk about Johnnie, I know from ex
perience.” Every one laughed, for all remembered how Betty had
cried when she got a valentine from Johnnie.
“Well, I’ll stop it, honey, for I don’t want Betty to cry on her
birthday. Let’s look at my programme. Next is candy pull.”
Of all the kinds of candy ever made, those girls beat every one
else. There was fudge, caramels, sea foam, peppermints, lemon
drops, cream fondants, ice cream candy, and last, but not least,
molasses candy, to pull. Betty made maple fudge and cream
caramels, and Isabel said that the maple fudge was “just slick.”
Catharine made heart-shaped seafoam “to remind Betty of John
nie’s heart.” Marion said “Let’s finish this up before we look at
the clock; it was nine o'clock when we began, let's see how long it
takes.”

When it was all cooked and pulled, Betty went to see what
time it was. “Do you know that it is quarter of twelve?” she
asked. "Is it that late,” they all exclaimed.
“Well,” Marion said, “let’s pack it in boxes, anyway, before
we leave off. It won’t take long, and we can have it for Christmas.
I brought some boxes with me.”
So they packed it, having seventeen boxes, not counting what
the girls had eaten. “Let’s give Betty five, and each of the rest
of us have three,” Frances said. They all agreed, and Catharine
said, “One more thing and the programme is complete. I will tie
two doughnuts upon the doorway, and Betty and Marion can see
which can bite hers first.” She tied them up, and then what a
great jumping and bobbing there was. Betty would almost reach
it and then Marion would just miss it.
All of the other girls were sure that they could do it, as it looked
easier than it was. At last Betty took a good big jump and bit a
great hole in the doughnut. While they were laughing at this,
the electric lights went out. Betty said, “ I thought you promised
not to let them go out,” but she could hardly say it for laughing.
That night five girls went slowly up the stairs at quarter past one to
the light of one candle.

Scarboro Song
“That Old School of Mine”
[Tune: “That Old Girl of Mine.’’
Our school days soon will vanish
And down the road of time,
With duties fast around us,
We’ll find our thoughts will twine
About a little schoolhouse
In good old Scarboro town,
Where merrily we’ll meet each day
With ne’er a sigh or frown.

Chorus
Soon the happy days of school we love so dearly,
So merry, so gay, so cherry,
Will be gone and we'll be descending
The footsteps of time,
But oh! oh! we will love you
For the sake of Auld Lang Zyne,
And we’ll call you, when of happy hours we’re
T hat Old School of Mine.
[dreaming,

When twilight shadows are falling,
And from our cares we rest,
In dreams we’ll be recalling
The school we love the best.
How well will we remember
The teachers and the rule,
The lessons true we learned
From dear Old Scarboro High School.
RUTH JOHNSON, T6.

Winter
The sky is now so cold and grey,
The leaves are turning fast,
Soon the flakes of snow will fall,
Then winter’s chilling blast.
Although a whistling shrill we hear,
W hat care we for the winds that blow?
Although the frost is on the panes,
What care we for the ice and snow?
Always see the best side of things
As others have often said,
So why not be happy
If the world is cold and dread.

Of course there are our lessons
Which are the first to mention,
But they are not hard to conquer
If we give them close attention.
But think of the sports of Winter
That make it better than all;
The fun that we have skating
And that dear old basketball.
The sleigh-rides that we often have
Beneath the sky so clear,
Then why isn’t frosty “Winter”
The best time of the year.
BESSIE MYERS, '15.

The Christmas Guest
HIS story belongs to a Christmas quite a good many r ears
ago. It happened when Rebecca was a little girl. She
was twelve years old but being small of her age people
thought she could be nothing but a child.
Rebecca, her grandmother, Mrs. Norris, and her uncle lived at
home. Mrs. Norris was a strong and cheerful woman for her age.
She, with the help of Rebecca, did the work indoors, and Ebon the
uncle did the work outdoors, with what help Rebecca could give him.
Her father and mother had both died when she was only a few
months old. Her grandmother from this time on brought her up.
Some of the neighbors pitied the old lady for having to bring up an
ailing baby. But she did not pity herself.
Mrs. Norris was taken sick and the doctor was called. He
pronounced her disease a bad case, and the uncle, knowing that
Rebecca would not be able to take care of the old lady during a long
illness,decided to go for a lady who lived about twelve miles from
his home, leaving Rebecca to care for her grandmother until he
returned.

The snow was falling fast at that time. Rebecca hurried to
get her duties done. While doing them she kept running in to see
how her grandmother was. Her uncle had not been gone long
when she began to get lonely. It became almost dark and she
began to think it was time for her uncle to return. She sat by the
window watching for him, when suddenly she heard a knock at the
door. Answering it she found standing on the steps a very fine
looking man. He had intended to drive to Hartland but wanted
to know if he might be permitted to stop over night at the cottage
as the road was blocked up with snow. Rebecca said yes that he
could stay over night and she went into the house and prepared
supper.
They sat down to the evening meal together but poor Rebecca
could not eat because she was very much frightened. The man
tried to comfort her and then they talked on several different sub
jects. He went to bed but she sat up a long while with her grand
mother waiting for her uncle. He did not come, and finally she
went to bed.
The next morning the man went away early in order to get the
half-past six train. Just after daylight the farmers were out with
their teams,and presently two sleighs covered with loose snow, and
drawn by steaming horses, who looked as if they had had a hard
pull of it, they met in the farmyard. Eben Norrisrtvas in one sleigh
with his arm bandaged and looked very pale. He had been thrown
from the sleigh the afternoon before, and had his shoulder put out
of joint. At that moment Rebecca appeared at the smaller barn
door. She had heard a commotion in the yard and found it easy
to follow the tracks in the snow.
When she returned to the house she went to put a book away.
Opening the cover she found a ten dollar bill that the guest had left
for her. All this happened on Christmas Day. Soon afterward
her grandmother and uncle got well and the Christmas guest was
discovered to have been a general.
After the war was over, and Rebecca had almsot grown up, one
day a carriage was driven into the farmyard. Who should it con
tain but the general, his wife and daughter. They had come a long
way to see the young girl who had been so kind th at stormy night.

Rebecca was quite shy at first but she soon felt at ease again with
her friend. He seemed very much pleased, when Mrs. Norris said
that “ Becca always had tried to find his name in every newspaper
she could get.” The General's daughter, who was a bright girl,
a little older than Rebecca, brought to her hostess a new picture
of the General in a pretty frame. This was placed in the front
room of the farmhouse and Rebecca has always been glad that she
was able to give shelter to a man as kind and great as her Christmas
guest.
RUTH BOWLEY, T7.
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GAIN the FOUR CORNERS makes its appearance. Never
before has it felt that it was a representative paper of the
whole school. This time, and justly, with a touch of pride,
does it feel that it is a representative of the school. It does not
claim to be better than ever before [its critics shall judge of that)
but it does pretend that it is not the work of a few members of the
school. For a long time, those interested in the welfare of this
publication have tried to create enthusiasm and pride among the
students, for this one method of competing with other schools.
We think that we have accomplished this, for material has been
submitted by nearly every student in Scarboro High and this oft
repeated question is heard in the hail, “When will the school paper
be ready?”

_

HE FOUR CORNERS regret that they must announce to
its readers the fact that Mr. Wish, our last year’s principal
has left Scarboro High, and accepted a position as Teacher
of History and Debating at Portland High. The students extend
to Portland High their congratulations; to Mr. Wish their very
best wishes, knowing that Portland has only gained what they
have lost, and that the chance for their former principal's success
will be greater in the larger school. At the same time the FOUR
CORNERS extends a most cordial welcome to its new teachers,
Mr. G. Charles Marsden, and Miss Ellen Snow, and to the Fresh
man Class.

NE of the most essential things in a good school is co
operation. The girls’basket ball team has for its eighth
rule “No girl shall remain on either team, representing
Scarboro High School in girls’ basket-ball who deliberately sacri
fices her team for individual glory.” Probably the girls have
learned more in the last few days of the real meaning of this rule,
than ever before. They have learned that if they work together
they can play a good game at any time, even if defeated; while if
they do not play as a unit, one chance out of ten will give them the
game by luck, and in the other nine they will lose Because
you never tried a thing before is not a bar against trying it nowr.
This does not apply only to basket-ball. Selfishness is a crime. Be
cause you can do something w-ell is no sign that another student
could not do it just as well if he or she had the chance. Don’t rush
headlong into any decision. Stop and think. Am I giving others
an equal chance or am I looking out for number one? E>on’t be
afraid of interfering if you know' that someone else is getting “A
rawTdeal.” Don’t think that because you are treated fairly that it
doesn’t matter about someone else. Use your influence for the
right. Don’t urge the w'rong. Cling together for the right, and
above all cling together. One more don’t. Don’t apply this
article to any one class. You should all share and share equally.
Work together, and wrhen you are sure that you are right go ahead.
Be sure that you do not say one thing and do another.

VERYBODY can make a better paper than those who
contribute to it.” We have material enough in the school
for a good orchestra. We have been made a good offer this
term. Why doesn’t somebody try and get this material together?
Arc you waiting for Christmas? You know that is an old saying
that Christmas comes and goes before anyone knows it. There
have been business men in our town and in Portland that have
helped us immensely. How then can we help them. They have
the best bargains to be found anywhere. Patronize them! P at
ronize them!! Tell them that you saw their advertisement in the
FOUR CORNERS.
EAD THIS: Secure subscriptions for the FOUR CORNERS.
The Portland Racquet has over five hundred paid subscrib
ers. Send in your contributions for the next paper EARLY!
Attend the Senior Fair. Enjoy yourself, but don’t be conspicuous.
Respect the property and rights of others. Don’t chew gum in
school, or in public places, even if it is stylish.

E wish to thank all who have aided us in this and former
Issues of the school paper. Especially do we thank the Seniors
and all others who so generously gave us theiraid insecuring
advertisements, drawings and literary mat ter. The members of the
school who worked untiringly for the success of the farce, ‘‘The
Wrong Package,” the proceeds of which were given unconditionally
to the FOUR CORNERS are deserving of much praise and many
thanks. Had the weather favored us, the proceeds would have
been three times as great, but there will be future opportunities
and the amount secured will, we hope, free the paper from any
deficit. To Mr. Willman, who has given us one page of advertising
matter, in every one of our papers, we feel that special thanks is
due. To the Scarboro advertisers and the department stores of
Portland, we wish to acknowledge thanks, and hope that they will
profit by receiving the greater part of Scarboro’s Christmas trade.

School B o tes
There has been several social and intellectual events connected
with the High School this year. The first occurred on October 10th,
when we were invited by the Old Orchard Seniors to a supper at
Odd Fellows’ Hall. This came directly after the defeat of our boys
by the Old Orchard boys. But in the best of humor, accompanied
by the Scarboro players in their ball suits we made our way to the
hall. Here we were royally entertained by our hosts. The Scar
boro party which numbered fifteen were given a table by them
selves. Heaps of good tilings were placed on the table. It is safe
to say th at our party was the first to sit down, after cheering Old
Orchard, and about the last to rise. During the latter part of
the evening a very interesting entertainment was given, and we left
for home on the last car.
Two lectures have been given at the High School this term.
Rev. Rensel H. Colby gave us a lecture on Music which was greatly
appreciated. We have had a course in music only for these two
last terms, and we are beginning to become enthused. It must
have been Mr. Colby’s inspiring words to us that caused us to sing
so nicely and loyally the Scarboro songs that day. Our second
lecture was by Mr. Clifford Plummer of Portland. He spoke very
interestingly on the “Value of a Good Education to the Business
Man.” He made us see the opportunities before us and earnestly
tried to fix in our minds the following qualifications for success in
the business world: courtesy, good penmanship, financial ability
and ambition. As Mr. Plummer was about to leave he offered to
aid the High School financially if they would start an orchestra.
This offer was a very generous one and should not be neglected.
On October 23d the Senior Class presented the “Country
Doctor.” The hall was crowded, about forty coming from Old
Orchard, and the play was extremely well given. The proceeds
were somewhat over seventy dollars. Not enough can be said
in praise of the drama. All parts were equally well given. Practi
cally the same cast will be seen in the next drama, given Dec. 18th.

On October 30th a Hallowe'en party was given at the home
of Miss Elsie Spear. Many of the students at Scarboro High
were present, and a most enjoyable evening was spent.
October 30th was a holiday a t Scarboro. The Teachers’
Convention was held at Portland during the 29th and 30th. This
was attended by all the Scarboro teachers.
On Friday, November 13th, the farce “The Wrong Package”
was presented at the K. of P. Hall. Whether because of the date
or not, we do not know but the weather was far from excellent.
It rained, lightened, thundered and snowed.
However, the
financial part of the affair was a great surprise, for about twentythree dollars were received, and nine eighty-nine cleared. Let us
hope for better weather next time.

Sept. 10.—Miss Carter initiated by Sophomore girls. General
question: “What did they do to you?”
Oct. 10.—Scarboro teachers and Seniors invited to class sup
per by the Old Orchard Seniors.
Oct. 17.—Scarboro won a t Baseball. Big crowd to cheer
boys. Freshmen show up well and work with true school spirit.
Oct. 23.—Senior play, “The Country Doctor.”
Best of
luck. Sixty dollars.
Oct. 28.—First snowstorm. Mr. Marsden read poem in
opening exercises.
Oct. 30.—Teachers’ Convention. “Praise God from Whom
All Blessings Flow.”
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Nov. 3.—Seniors disgraced. The old adage that "Pride
Must have a Fall” illustrated.
Nov. 6.—Senior Pins first displayed.
Nov. 9.—New basketball. Money "awfully scarce.”
Not
enough left to buy a Sunday paper.
Nov. 13.—Farce and entertainment. Disagreeable night.
Lightened, thundered and rained. Hard work for Juniors. Twen
ty-two dollars received. About ten cleared.
Nov. 14.—The morning after the night before.
Nov. 18.—Wanted, a basketball coach. Pawn shop busy.

1915—Seniors
“Go, lose, or conquer,
Be each, pray God, a gentleman.”
The class of nineteen hundred fifteen have elected the follow
ing officers: President, Myron Libby; Vice-President, Gladys
Urquhart; Secretary, Bessie Myers; Treasurer, Elsie Spear.
The Seniors are’ planning to give on December eighteenth, a
Christmas Fair for the benefit of defraying their expenses to Wash
ington in th e spring. The class is large this year and needs the sup
port of every one in the school and allots friends, both in and out
side of the town. Fancy articles, prizes, Japanese goods, dolls,
candy and fancy articles will be on sale. This year preparations
are being made to secure many novelties which may be used for
Christmas gifts. A drama will be given in the evening. Don’t
forget the date of the Senior Fair, the afternoon and evening of the
eighteenth of December, at the K. of P. Hall, Scarboro.
Miss L. [in French class]: "Why have you those two marks
under quatre?”
Pupil: "Under cart?”
Wanted—To know why Washington marched across the sea
to Yorktown, instead of going by land? To know the difference
between twelve and a dozen? [Information by the principal.]
We had a Chinese student at our school during the singing
lesson one day. His name was “Me-Sing.”

Lost—A study period somewhere between 10-50 and 11-10.
Finder will please return to Room A.
Heart Song—The Cornet Boy—Gladys Urquhart.
We have only seven Freshmen, but most of them get so easily
acquainted with our Senior class that it is doubtful if we have them
all at Scarboro High four years.
Libby T4, has such a hard time placing his feet where he wants
them; we think it well Miss L— aids him.
Variety is the spice of life.—Miss L. ’14.
Something serious may happen between M. L. ’14, and Miss
L. '14. The other day Miss L. told Mr. L. that she loved him.
Why is it that there is a startled surprise, and all noise stops
when Mr. Marsden says Sh-h-h-h-h?
We think Miss C. '18, has made quite a hit with Mr. L. T4.

1916—Juniors
“Effort not brilliancy is the secret of high class work."
The Juniors have re-elected the following officers: President,
Richard Libby; Vice-President, Dorris Merrill; Secretary and
Treasurer, Annie Peterson.
Miss L— to W. T6: "The man who never makes a mistake
is the man who never does anything.”
W. and S. '16, forgot th at they had some extra work to do and
were enjoying themselves quite a great deal when a voice from the
front of the room spoke: “Better look out W. and S.—remember
that you have Geometry at recess.”
Instructor in Junior Latin: “ Do not translate the word pre
servo—-preserve.” It makes me think of pickling time.

Ques. “W hat is Nellie's favorite bird?”
Ans.: “The wise 0 . W. L.”
Mr. M.: “Carpenters always use a plumb when they wish to
tell when anything is straight.”
Miss H: “Why can’t they use some other kind of fruit?”

still.

Miss L. [in French]: “Wentworth, I wish you would keep
No, I want a boy to answer."
Query: “I wonder what W. is if he isn’t a boy."

Heart Songs: A Flower from the Farm.—Edna Purchase.
The Girl I left Behind Me.—Raymond Sargent.
Miss J. delights in having company while waiting for the Port
land car. Ask H. L. T7, for further information.
Miss H. '16, had a diamond which proved to be false. “Sad
experience.”
Miss C. T8: " I t’s lapping good.”
Miss P. '16: “Where did you get that?”
Miss C. T8: “At Scarboro High School.”
Junior: “Have you been plugging?"
Presuming little Freshman: “No, I get my lessons every day ’

1917—Sophomores
“ He that riseth late must trot all day.”
The Sophomores have chosen the following members of their
class as officers: President, Carl Carter; Vice-President, Dorothy
Googins; Secretary and Treasurer, Gladys Willman.
Carter: “He couldn’t be a philosopher and a scientist.”
Instructor: “Why not? You can have two occupations—
a vocation and an avocation.”
Carter: “What are they?
Instructor: “Your vocation is studying—and your avocation
is talking."
Carter [evidently thinking]: “What is an avocation?"
Instructor: “What you like best to do, in this case."

Ques. "I wonder why M. R. ’17, is visiting G. W. '17, so
much lately?”
Advertisement. Higgins & Carter. Expert Picture Hang
ers. For references, inquire of Miss Snow.
Teacher: “We will have twelve crayfish for our next speci
mens.”
Higgins: “We only need eight. There are only seven in the
class. What will we do with the rest?”
Teacher: “Why, we will eat them.”
P. H. drawing Freshman into room C: "Carter didn’t want
to come in to see you.”
Miss L.: “Then you must have been the one who wanted to
come, Higgins.”
Miss L .: “What is an idea, Carter?"
Carter: “ I don’t know, I never had one.”
Miss L.: “T hat isn’t necessary.”
H. L. ’17, and V. H. '17, are very fortunate to have adjoining
seats.
An extra seat near Carter’s is desired by a Junior girl.
When Miss H. ’17 gets rather nervous in the Latin class we
suspect that she has been out late the night before.
The pupils of the Sophomore class are somewhat surprised to
know that every line in the “Lady of the Lake” is five feet long.
Wanted—A wastepaper basket for Miss L.’s room. Various
reasons given.
Nov. 3, 1914, The Libby Association met at recess in the cor
ridors with the Misses H. '17, R. '17, and C. T8, as visitors.
Ques.: “Why doesn’t Miss G. ’17, get an auto?”
Ans.: “She prefers a Cart—er.”

...

—
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How can Miss W. ’17 get her Latin or recite it from her copy
of “Lady of the Lake?”
Miss L.: "Berry, who was at the head of the church?”
Miss W. ’17: “The Pope.”
Miss L.: “Your name isn’t Berry—yet.”
Why is it that some of the teachers expect the Sophomore
class to do what they didn’t have to do until they were Sophomores
at college?

1918-Freshmen
Flee thy fault, lest thou repent it.
Open confession is good for the soul.
Use compulsion when necessary, deception never.
Rolling stones gather no moss.
Charity begins at home, but does not end there.
One stroke will not fell an oak.
Religion is an excellent armor, but a bad cloak.
Never spend money before you have it.
Experience is the school where man learns wisdom.
Replies are not always answers.
Some are wise and some are otherwise.
Below are the names of the officers of the class of 1918: Pres
ident, Dan Carter; Vice-President, Clara Seavey; Secretary and
Treasurer, Helen Carter; Fres. Rep. School paper, Otho Baker.
We all wonder what Miss C. T8 has in that package th at she
guards so carefully? A letter from the President?
Why are the Freshmen seldom hungry? Ans.
have a Baker in their midst.

Because they

Carter T8 [having been elected President of his class]: “ I
resign.”
Miss L.: "No, you don’t, I want some dinner. [Time—
recess in Room C.]

The Freshmen have chosen three shades of green for their
class colors. Green—more green—most green.
Shy and modest as a violet.—Miss Fogg.
The ancient Egyptian civilized the ground for an occupation.
Fresh exam.
Heart Song: “The Longer we are Together, the Harder it is
to Part.”—Miss C.
To the seven wonders of the world
Add this as number eight,
Girls hair grows curly in front,
And in the back grows straight.

1915-T6-’17-1918
Eny, meny, mony, mi,
Scarboro High School, is our cry;
Parsi, loni, boni, stri.
You can't beat us, if you try.
Scarboro, Scarboro, hear the call,
Rah, rah, Scarboro, one and all.
Under a spreading chestnut tree
The earnest student stands;
The Sophomore a slow and courageous man is he,
With large and willing hands,
And the brains of his little head
Are strong as iron bands.
You can lead a horse to water
But you cannot make him drink,
You can ride a Latin pony,
But you cannot make him think.
Little drops of water,
Frozen on the street,
Make you lose control of
Both your little feet.—-Ex.

Lives of Seniors all remind us
We must plug, while we are here,
And departing, leave behind us
High ranks, and records clear.
If an S an I an O and a U
With an X at the end spells Su,
And an E, and an Y and an E spelles I,
Pray what is a speller to do?
Then, if also an S and an I and a G
And an H E D spells side,
There lies nothing else for a speller to do
But to go and commit Siouxeyesighed.—-Ex.

Hlumm Botes
It is by interesting our alumni in the school paper that we hope
to interest them in the school. With their aid we can secure many
paid subscriptions to our papers outside of the school. Many
papers such as the Portland Racquet are made almost independent
by their many subscribers. Gradually we are hoping to attain
this, and that we may give something in return, we will promise
you this year a generous amount of space in our paper. We hope
to be able to give you in each issue a letter if not two letters from
our alumni. Any one, either a graduate of the school, or a former
student at the school, will be assured of seeing his or her letter in
print, if he will address the same either to Miss Litchfield, or to
Miss Bessie Myers, Scarboro, Me. In this issue we are very glad
to furnish you data of the class of 1877-1878, and to publish Miss
Addie E. Kaler’s letter.
The South Gate, Prout’s Neck, Me.
To the Graduates and Friends of Scarboro High School:—
It is with both pleasure and interest in the FOUR CORNERS
that, at the request of its staff, I am addressing a few notes to its
column dedicated to the Alumni. Although not exactly sure that
my information will be just what is desired, I am sending, as I was

requested, the whereabouts and occupations of the class of eighteen
hundred ninety-five.
There were in all, ten boys and nine girls. All are married
except Edwin Snow and myself. All are living with the exception
of Grace Cook. M attie Hill married Walter Boothby, and lives in
the city of Saco. Clara Pillsbury married Howard Knight, and is
living in Dunstan. Annie Moses married Edwin Purchase and
formerly lived in Scarboro. Eloise Libby married Charles E.
Libby and lives on the Portland Road. Mabel Gilman married
Ralph Leslie, and lives at home. Ruth Libby married Ferdinand
Bartlett, and lives in South Portland. Carrie Libby married
William Merrill. Edwin Snow is a plumber, employed in Port
land, Me. Walter Seavey lives at Blue Point. Ralph Larrabee is
in the employ of the Maine Central Railroad, and lives at Solon,
Me. Walter Larrabee is a farmer in Scarboro. Harry Small is
employed at Batchelor’s Art Store in Portland. William Robin
son is chauffeur for Miss Jewell, of Boston. Perley Libby is em
ployed in the ice business. John Libby is a resident of Somerville,
Mass. Louis Peterson is the proprietor of the Spear Auto Co.,
Portland, Me.
To be the first to write a personal letter is hard, but hoping
that this material will be of interest to some of our alumni and that
it will encourage others to write letters, either about their class
mates or themselves, I remain,
Very sincerely,
ADDIE E. KALER.
In eighteen hundred seventy-seven and eight the school, known
as the Scarborough Free High School, was held in three different
places; one term at Oak Hill, another at Dunstan, and the third at
Beech Ridge. We are trying to secure information about these
different terms, and submit the following: Scarboro Free High
School, W. G. Lord, teacher. Examination a t Oak Hill, Feb.
28 and March 1. Mathematics, Language, History, Natural
Sciences, Reading, Spelling.Robert McLaughlin, George P. Smith,
Emery Moody, committee by request; A. F. Moulton, James F.
Small, Granville McKenney, S. S. committee.

Prize Declamation at Dunstan. Order of Exercises: Singing,
School Quartet; reading, Charles H. Giles; “Mary Garvin,”
Clara Libby; singing, Quartet; “The Witch’s Daughter,”
Whittier, Edna E. Libby; “Wit and Wisdom,” Charles H. Mitchell;
singing, Quartet; “Kathleen,” Whittier, Nellie C. Snow; reading,
Frank L. Libby: singing, Quartet; “Lady Clare,” Tennyson;
Georgia A. Merrill; “Barbara Fretchie,” Willie N. Fenderson;
Reading, Wm. F. Pillsbury; reading, Elmer E. Wilson; singing,
Quartet; “The Pipes of Lucknow,” Estelle L. Foss; “The Rising of
Vardee,” Charles A. Sanborn; singing, Quartet; “Spartacus,” Elbridge G. Pillsbury; “The Rangers,” Carrie E. Foss.
Following are the names of the students: Beech Ridge—
George Boothby, Levi Boothby, George W. Butler, Edwin B. Car
ter, Wm. H. Carter, Wendell Carter, Charles E. Cheney, James E.
Cheney, John H. Jordan, Frank Harmon, Charles Holland. Charles
A. Libby, Charles E. Libby, Daniel C. Libby, Eugene H. Libby,
John A. Libby, Moulton C. Libby, Washington McKenny, Howard
Milliken, Charles Meserve, John A. Meserve, Charles H. Mitchell,
Samuel L. Morse, Isaac Morse, Frank Moses, Horace Moses, Elbridge Pillsbury, George Pillsbury, Wm. F. Pillsbury, Sylvanus
Ricker, Harry Rounds, George E. Scammans, Harris B. Snow,
Nellie Bragdon, Mary Bragdon, Nellie M. Carter, Carrie E. Foss,
Lizzie E: Foss, Mary F. Foss, Annie H. Hanson, Susie F. Huston,
Abbie E. Libby, Edna E. Libby, Kate McLaughlin, Georgia Mitch
ell, Evey J. Moses, Ina Moses, Sarah Moses, Annie Pillsbury, M ar
cia Pillsbury, Lizzie Pillsbury, Nellie Ricker, Kate Temm.
Dunstan—Lewis Banks, Levi Boothby, Frank L. Boothby,
George W. Butler, Willie P. Burnham, Edwin B. Carter, George W.
Carter, Simon B. Carter, Wendell Carter, Chas. Cheney, James E.
Cheney, William H. Cheney, Willie N. Fenderson, Charles H. Giles,
Willard H. Googins, Fred Grant, Charles E. Guptill, Orin Guptill,
Frank Harmon, Eugene Libby, John L. Libby, Moulton C. Libby,
Willie E. Lowe, John McKenny, Samuel K. Milliken, Charles H.
Mitchell, Horace Moses, Frank Moses, James G. Moulton, Alvin
F. Moulton, Eugene M. Morrison, Wm. F. Pillsbury, Elbridge S.
Pillsbury, George S. Scammans, Clifford Richardson, Frank E.
Snow, Harris B. Snow, Gussie Banks, Nellie E. Boothby, Lottie F.

Burnham, Annie Butler, Nellie M. Carter, Carrie E. Foss, Estella
M. Foss, Lizzie E. Foss, Mary F. Foss, Eva Graffan, Annie Hanson,
Edna Libby, Georgia Mitchell, Alice J. Moulton, Hattie Moulton,
Addie Moulton, Evey J. Moses, Lizzie Pillsbury, Marcia Pillsbury,
Nellie Richer, Evie Rounds, Frances Rounds, Nellie C. Snow
Emma F. Snow, Alberta B. Snow, George Knight.
Oak Hill—Frank L.Boothby, Harmon J. Brown,Willie P. Burn
ham, Edwin B. Carter, Wm. H. Carter, Joseph Foss, Willie Fenderson, Willie A. Gilman, Willard H. Googins, Nelson C. Harmon,
Richard S. Johnson, Fred B. Leavitt,Edward A. Libby, Eugene LI.
Libby, Frank L. Libby, Moulton C. Libby,George B. Libby,Chas.
Mitchell, Horace Moses, Alvin F. Moulton, Eugene M. Morrison,
Fred M. Newcomb, Freedom Newcomb, Wm. F. Pillsbury, Elbridge
Pillsbury Olin A. Patterson, Chas. Sanborn, George Scammans,
Wm. E. Seavey, Zenas L. Seavey, Edwin E. Skillings, Frank E.
Snow, Robert B. Seavey, Joseph Sturtevant, Harris B. Snow,
Charles F. Walker, Elmer Wilson, Gussie Banks, Alice A. Brackett,
Carrie E. Foss, Estella L. Foss, Lizzie E. Foss, Mary F. Foss, Annie
Hanson, Jennie Harmon, Edna E. Libby, Clara Libby, Mary Libby,
Minerva Libby, Lillie Hunnewell, Georgia Hurlbat, Hattie Hurlbat, Georgia Merrill, Alice J. Moulton, Hattie Moulton, Addie
Moulton, Hattie Newcomb, Nellie Plummer, Ada Plummer, Sadie
Plummer, Emma L. Plummer, Mary A. Seavey, Nellie C. Snow,
Emma F. Snow.
Whole attendance 185; average 61.

Scarboro High School has not strong enough material to play
football. We have, however, played three games of baseball with
Old Orchard High, winning one and losing two. The score in the
first game was seven to three, in favor of Old Orchard; the second,
twelve to four in favor of Scarboro; and the third, in favor of Old
Orchard, the score being thirteen to eleven. Each team won on its
home field, only one game being played at Scarboro. The line-up
of the two teams was as follows:
SCARBORO
Higgins, p.
Marsden, c., D. Carter, 3b.
E. Libby, 2nd b., r.f.
C. Carter, 1st b.
O. Leary, c.f.
Baker, r.f.
H. Libby, l.f.
Wentworth, s.s.
Sargent, l.f.
Seavey, l.f.

OLD ORCHARD
p., McPhee
1st b., Marr
2nd b., E. GifTun
3d. b., Norton
s.s., Lord
c.f., Tibbetts
l.f., Burnham
r.f., Nelson

At a school mass meeting of the girls twenty-four students
came out. All were much interested in the plans for basketball.
Not all could play, however. Various reasons were considered.

However, we are glad to announce that of last year’s players we
have all but a side center out again this year. Of the veterans the
following are to play on the first team: Gladys Urquhart [Man
ager]; Elsie Spear [Captain], Guards, Nellie Hudson and Annie
Peterson, Forwards; and Ruth Johnson Center. Then we have as
a second team from which to choose our substitutes on the first
team, Vida Higgins, Dorothy Googins, Gladys Willman, Mildred
Hudson and Clara Seavey. We promise some good games this
year. We expect to play Biddeford High, Freeport High, South
Portland High, Westbrook Seminary. From each of these we
have had either written or oral requests, and other games can be
arranged by addressing the manager.

Exchanges
We have received only a few Exchanges thus far this year, but
we have welcomed every one that has come. All have contained
especially good material, and the criticisms of our own paper have
been given careful consideration. We would remind several of our
Exchanges that we have had in the three last papers an Exchange
column. Following are the recent Exchanges:
The Pinkerton Critic, Derry, N. H.; The Acropolis, Newark,
N. J.; The Nautilus, Waterville, Me.; The Washingtonia, Machias,
Me.; The Olympian, Biddeford, Me.; The Mirror, Sharon, Pa.; The
Breecia, Deering High, Woodfords, Me.; The Racquet, Portland,
M e.; The Bouncer, Madison, M e.; The Clarion, West Roxbury, N .H .;
and Lassell Leaves, Lassell Seminary.
AS WE SEE OTHERS
The Nautilus—You are one of our latest papers. Your liter
ary department is well developed.
The Acropolis—Your stories are of the best; we welcome you.
Don’t you think that the small cuts in your paper under Personals
would be better omitted? They remind one too much of the funny
pictures in Life.
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The Mirror—We are very glad to welcome a paper from Penn
sylvania. We think your editorial by your athletic editor an appli
cation to many antoher good school, and hope that it may reach its
deserved success. Come again, please.
AS OTHERS SEE US
Four Corners—Yours is a comparatively new paper. The
stories in it are rather slight, but doubtless will be improved upon
in time. The editorials are good, particularly the one upon “Team
Work.” The point made in this editorial is one which ought to be
frequently thought on by every student of a school. Surely there
must have been some interesting athletic event in the school, within
the last four months. What is the rhyme scheme of “Please Ex
plain?”—The Acropolis.
Four Corners—You lack what so many good Exchanges lack,
an Exchange column.—The Bouncer.
Four Corners.—A neat little paper with a good literary depart
ment is The Four Corners, from Scarboro, Maine.—The Olympian,
Biddeford, Maine.
—Ex.
“Darling,” he murmured, “whatever induced you to care for a
fellow like me?”
“I really don’t know, George,” she replied. “Pa has threat
ened to send me to a brain specialist.”—Stray Stories.
■*-

Other papers all remind us
We can make our own sublime,
If our fellow students send us
Contributions all the time.
Here a little, there a little,
Story, school note, song or jest,
If you want a good school paper
Each of you must do your best.—Ex.

E. B. & B.
Portland’s Oldest Dry Goods Department Store
For weeks—aye, months—this big store
has been busy making plans and preparations
for the Christmas season. As the gift-buying
days come nearer and nearer, the more com
plete and the more interesting become our
always large stocks.

EASTMAN BROS. & BANCROFT
PORTLAND, MAINE

The Christmas Store

W ILSON
Wholesale and Retail Grocers

I 12 Exchange St.
Telephone 3046

651 Congress St.
Telephone 3510
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West Scarboro Maine
Phone, 22-2
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MILLIKEN & SNOW
ELECTRICIANS
Electrical Work of All Kinds

Electrical Supplies

We^t Scarboro,

-

Maine

BEST VARIETY OF GOOD SHOES IN M AINE
We can fit any foot, Triple A’s to Double E E ’s; sizes
No. 1 to 9’s.
Largest salesrooms and lowest rent in Portland helps us
to save you from 20 to 40 per cent, on women’s, girls’ and
boys’ Sample Shoes, all made from the best leathers.

WHITMORE’S SAMPLE SHOE SHOP
Third Floor
Baxter Block
Over J. R. Libby Co.

Fred M. Newcomb & Son
AT TH E SAME OLD STAND

Groceries and General Merchandise
SCARBORO BEACH

AND

FRED M. NEWCOMB

PROUT’S NECK
J. HAROLD NEWCOMB

ffiu? £our groceries at
^

1 & Ca W

V.

5®

You wil1 be sure to

get the right price

T. S H A W

Dealer in Groceries and General flDercbanbise
PROUT’S NECK,

SCARBORO BEACH
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RAIN COATS
RUBBER COATS
RUBBER BOOTS and SHOES
HOSE—Air, Garden, Steam and Water.
Rubber Packing
If i’ts Rubber you want call at

Portland Rubber Co., 259 Middle St., Portland, Me.
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plummet’s insurance &gencp
ALL KINDS OF INSURANCE PLACED
IN THE STRONGEST COMPANIES THAT
EXIST.

Office 121 Exchange Street,

PORTLAND, ME.

T H E RINES B R O T H E R S CO
OUR GLOVE DEPARTMENT
Is fully prepared to meet all demands for

GLOVES FOR ALL OCCASIONS
The European War has put a stop to the Manufacture
of Kid Gloves in most places in Europe. Those which do
come to us later on will be poorer in quality and Higher
in price. It is all to your advantage to

BUY NOW—BUY HERE
GLOVES FOR ALL OCCASIONS
Glove Department

The RINES BROTHERS CO., PORTLAND, MAINE

------------- _ ------------- -- -------- —
We are the

CljrtetmniS p o p p in g fjtabguarterts of igortlanb
Our beautiful store decorations are alone worth coming
to see. The big Toyland in the Basement, the big Doll
Exhibit on our 4th floor, the brilliant array of Holiday
Novelties on our large 1st floor, the special showing of
dainty pieces of Ladies’ Misses’ and Children’s wearing
apparel on our 2nd floor, the immense stock of fancy Linens
and Housekeeping Goods on our 3rd floor and our excellent
values on every floor, all contribute towards making this
store a cheerful and profitable place at which to do Christ
mas shopping. Come in if only to look around.

PORTEOUS, MITCHELL and BRAUN COMPANY
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I Will G ive 10 Per Cent. Discount
on Wall Papers
to Scarboro Patrons
Just say you saw the advertisement in
“THE FOUR CORNERS”

Highland Paints stand the Climate in Maine
Spreads farther and covers better
I t ’s the best paint for the farmer to buy
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$ortlanb, Jilatne

€ . Jffl. 'MitUman
UEije Painter

J. R. L ibby, Pres.
W. R. Cutter , Vice-Pres.

R. G. L ibby , Treas.
H. T. L ibby . Sec’y.

J. R. LIBBY CO.
PORTLAND, MAINE
Four Big Floors Filled to Overflowing With
the Newest Things for the Holiday Season
We gathered the unusual and the practical things from the
markets of the world for this Christmas. Ready for your
inspection any day.

Let Us Welcome You to This Big Store

A, SWINBORN
Plumbing
Telephone 26-3

P

RACTICAL
LUMBING
and

PIPING

and

Heating
South Portland, R. F. D.8

A. P. JLARY
OLD ORCHARD

